


The Hiflork of 

He made a blufhing citall of himfelfe. 

And chid his t rewant youth with fuch a grace. 

As i f he maftred there a doule fpirit 
Of teaching, and oflearning inffantly : 

There did he panic, but let me tell the world, 
if he out-liuc the enuie of this day, 

England did neuer owe fo fweete a hope. 

So much mifeonftred in his wantonnefte. 

Het, Coofen, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his follies : neuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fo Wild at liberty : 

But be he as he will, yet once er» night, 

I will imb'racc him witha Souldiers arme, 

That he fnall fhrinke vnder my courtefie - 

Arme, arme with fpcede, and fellowes ,Souldiersf,riends, 

Better conlider what you haue to doe, 

That I that haue not well the gift of tongue. 

Can lift your bloud vp with perfwafion. Enter a Meffengwr, 
Mejf. My Lord, here are Letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot reade them now, 

O, Gentlemen the time of life is ihort, 

T o fpend that fliortneifc bafely,were too long t 
Iflife did ride vpon aDials poynt, 

Still ending at the arriuall of an hower. 

And if he line, weliue to tread on Kings, 

Ifdie,brauedeath, whenPrinces diewithvs, 

Now for our Confidences, the armes isfaire, 

When the intent for bearing them is iuft, Enter another, 

M eff. My Lord, prepare, the i&g comes on a pace. 

Hot . i thanke him, that ire cuts me from my tale : 

For I prof etfe not talking, onely this. 

Let each man doe his beft ; and heare draw la Sword, 

Whofe temper I intend to ftaine 

With thebeft bloodthathlcan meetwirhall. 

In the aduei .ture ofthis perillous day. 

Now efperance Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the lofcie inftruments ofwarre. 

And ay thatcmifickc, let vs aU imbracey 
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Henry the Fourth. 

forheauen to earth, fomeofvs neuer fliail 
A (econd time doe fuch a curt die. 

Heere they embrace, the Trumpets found, the King enters with hte 
power .alar me to the 'Battell : then enter Dowglas, and fir Walter 

Blunt. What is thy name that in Battel thus thou crofted me? 
What honour doft thou feeke vpon my head l 

Dow. Know then my name is Dowglas , 

And I doe haunt thee in the battell thus, 

Becaufefome tellme,that thou art a King, 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Dow. The Lord of Stafford deare to day hath bought 
Thylikeneire, for in dead ohhec : King Harry 
This Sword hath ended him,fo fliail it thee, 

Vnlcftcthou yeeld thee as aprifoner. 

Blunt. I was not borne to yeeld, thou proud Scot, 

And thou Ihalt find a King that willrcuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight, Dowglas ktlsBlunt, then enters Hotjpur. 

Het.O Dowglas, hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus 
I neuer had triumpht ouer a Scot, 

Tow. Als done, als won, heere breathlefle lies the King. 

Hot, Where? Dow. Heere. 

Hot . This Dowglas? No, I know this face full well 
A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blunt , ; 

Semblably fumifhtlike the King himfelfe. 

Dew. Ah foole, go with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too deare, 

Why did ft thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

Dew. Nowby my Sword, I will kill all his Coates : 

He murder all his Wardrope piece by piece, 

Vntilll meet the King. * Hot. Vp and away. 

Our Souldiers ftand fullfairely for the day, 

ssllarme, enter Falftalffe folds „ 

Palf. Though I could (cape (hot-freest London, I fearc the 
fliot heere, heere’srsofeoring but vpon the pate. Soft, who are 
you? Sir Waiter Blunt, there's honour for you,heere’s no vanitie, 
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